artist when my child is dead. He could never have
lived with that kind of heart, a heart which must be
the very image of his father's, an impossible heart
without a trace of tenderness in it. That letter again:
"I started for Italy without telling you, I have a
rendezvous with Giotto and Cimabue. A party of
Americans have taken me on as their guide. I met
them at our little restaurant, the one kept by Madame
Amour. Not a word to her about what I owe. I con-
fide my canvases to your care, but have you any
confidence in them?"

Surrounded by those pictures I realized the sort of
man he was. His pictures do not lie. I discovered
among them a sketch of me. What a revelation! It
shows me naked. Inspired, perhaps, by a cave-draw-
ing, he has coarsely outlined my enormous belly, with
the child showing through it like a watermark. I had
left his studio by way of the garden on to which it
looks, a garden filled with gloomy irises. The con-
cierge called out as I passed. She had a letter for me
which she handled so clumsily that I could see she
was holding a whole packet of envelopes. I realized
the truth at once. He had written a series of letters
to me, in advance, and the concierge, in return for
a liberal tip, was to serve me up a slice of this
epistolary pie each day!

He loved me in his way: but it was not a very good
way.

My poor Francois! never let yourself wonder what
sort of a woman it is that you love. I know that we
can be happy only when we are together, with, for
me perhaps, a little lump in the throat, a small
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